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the limes and larches still kept their yellowed leaves, the
copper-burnished beeches were flaming in the sun; here and
there still an oak or an elm was green as in midsummer.
The lord and lady of Hughenden came quietly back towards
their manor. He was forty-five, and she, fifty-nine; but he
bent over towards her fondly, and she towards him with
playfulness. On the terrace there were peacocks strutting,
dazzling and majestic. "My dear lady, you cannot have a
terrace without peacocks !n